don’t know why, maybe nerves, but 
just as I hit the cold water I peed a 
gusher all over the tub, the floor, 
and on mom’s new blouse. She 
blew up! Mom washed me, calling 
me “Baby” and “Bed-wetter.” She 
then sent me to my room. 

“Baby, you must learn to act your 
age, and I will dress you as you 
belong, now lay down on the bed,*’ 
she said. 

I did as I was told, and mom 
grabbed some diapers and pins and 
did me up. As soon as I was 
diapered and powdered, and some 
toddler pants were in place, she 
sent me out to play, I naturally 
refused, but lost out. I spent the 
next few hours in diapers in the 
back yard. In a little while, I had the 
ominous feeling of bowel pressure. 

I ran into the house and mom 
caught me at the bathroom door. 

“Babies don’t belong in the 
bathroom, now go out and play!” 

“But, Mom, I’ve really got to go. I 
gotta go number two real bad. 
Please, ma! Please?” 

"No! Now get out and play. 
Baby.” 

I went back out, and I’ll never 
forget the feeling of the wet, warm, 
squishy, wet poopoo running 
across and up my ass, then falling 
down between my legs. There was 
no doubt that I did a good one. 

Mom changed me an hour later and 
sent me back out in diapers again, I 
stayed in diapers every minute for a 
whole week. After that it was every 
night until I reached fifteen and a 
half years old. 

I kept wetting the bed after that, 
though, but mom refused to diaper 
me anymore. I think it was because 
of my pubic hair, and larger penis 
etc. I got an apartment when I 
reached 18 and wore diapers every 
night. 

There were two girls in the 
apartment next to mine, and I ran 
into them one day in the laundry 
room. I was quite embarrassed 
when I came back in to get my stuff 
from the dryer, as they had already 


emptied it out and folded my things 
for me. 

When I walked into the laundry 
room, there on the table was a nice 
neat stack of diapers, plastic pants 
and adult sized training pants. They 
giggled somewhat, but handed 
me my things, with a big smile and 
a wink from the one girl, and a pat 
on the ass from the other. As I 
thanked them, obviously, I could 
feel my ears burning. Linda asked 
me to call her over next time I 
needed a baby sitter. Mary just kept 
smiling, and just before I left she 
asked me if she could have some 
of my older worn diapers, for 
cleaning. I handed her three of 
them and she thanked me. 

That night, Linda knocked at the 
door about 11:00 and said she was 
quite serious, and had had much 
experience baby-sitting. I figured, 
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“Why not?” and let her come in and 
get me ready for bed. She gave me a 
fantastic blow-job and then cleaned 
me and powdered me. Mary then 
walked in the door, wearing diapers 
and plastic pants, sobbing that she 
did a poo-poo and needed a 
change. 

“Again! That's the third time 
today! Listen little girl,” yelled 
Linda, “no more prune danish from 
now on!” Turning to me, she said, 

“I don’t know about her. She loves 
prunes in danish, stewed, any way 
she can get them, and every day it’s 
the same old thing! I bet you don't 
poo anywhere near that often!" 

Mary laid down on my bed and 
Linda got her a clean diaper. I 
started to kiss Mary’s breasts and 
she reached into my diaper and 
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withdrew my erect penis. She took 
it out my leg opening and put it into 
hers. A couple of short maneuvers 
and it was fun time. Next, it was 
Linda’s turn. I screwed Linda and 
sucked on Mary. We spent the 
whole night in my bed and, 
needless to say, no one got a wink 
of sleep! 

Linda is now “mama” to Mary and 
me. I am “Baby Bobby” and Mary is 
“Mary Messer.” We share every 
minute we can together, and if it 
hadn’t been for my laziness with the 
dryer, I can only guess if we would 
have ever found each other. 

I hope you’ll print my letter, and 
I’ll ask some of my friends to write, 
too. I have found three other friends 
who are into diaper wetting and 
messing. In the meantime, keep up 
the good work! 

I hope you will do a whole section 
on the adult baby and include my 
letter. I would also like to see some 
baby clubs started in Jamestown or 
Dunkirk. I know when we get 
together we could have a ball! 

Mr. R.B. 

BABY BED BLUES New York 

Hi to all rubber pants wearers and 
bed wetters. I’m an 18 year old girl. 
My friend Judy took me to a party 
where I was drinking heavily. I had 
on a mini skirt with red nylon 
panties underneath. When I was too 
drunk to stand up any longer, Judy 
took me over to the baby’s bed in 
the nursery and I climbed in. I fell 
asleep and then started wetting my 
pants. When I woke up, water was 
pouring out of my panties onto the 
crib sheet. You could hear it hitting 
the crib mattress. My mini was 
soaked through. 

Then, bang, the baby’s bed broke 
down. Judy came in and changed 
me into a pair of her panties. I was 
still drunk and I stood there and 
peed through them. I was all wet 
again, and Judy was mad at me for 
breaking down her sister’s crib. 

Ms. C. IV. 

Florida 


BABY WEEKENDS 

A friend of mine just purchased a 
copy of your magazine and showed 
me the ad on page 23 for Adult Baby 
Things. He told me he was writing 
to you and suggested I write at the 
same time. We hope you will get 
enough baby letters to print a 
special section for us. 

I always had a craving to wear 
diapers and used to save my 
allowances to go downtown on the 
bus just to buy diapers and pins 
and “Super Toddler” plastic pants. 
But one night when I stayed over at 
a friend’s house, I was in the 
shower with him when his Mom 
walked into the bathroom and dried 
him off. I was very embarrassed as I 
was in the fifth grade at the time! 
She told me to keep washing and 
she would be back to help me in a 
few minutes. When she returned, I 
had finished washing, so she dried 
me off and led me into the 
bedroom. I nearly died when she 
showed me diapers, plastic pants, 
and powder which she said were for 
me. 

Then Brian walked in, dressed in 
diapers, etc., so I gave in. I put on 
how upset I was. She assured me 
that she wouldn't tell anyone. 

Brian’s soon became my favorite 
place to stay over. I could wear 
diapers from 7:00 PM till 10:00 AM 
everytime I stayed over. I could wet 
them and mess them and his Mom 
seemed to enjoy babying us. 

I would go to Buffalo shopping 
with them and then I’d wear 
diapers. One three-day weekend I 
was in diapers from 7:00 PM Friday 
night until 7:30 AM Monday 
morning. I never used the potty one 
single time the whole weekend! 

One time, when I was fifteen, 

Mom cleaned my room and found 
my wet diapers in my dresser. 

When she asked me about it, I just 
told her that I wet the bed and didn’t 
want her to know. She told me that 
it was okay, and just to throw them 
into a diaper pail she set up next to 







